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FROM: 


DEAR  HATE  MAIL,  WHATS  WITH  THE  NO  SMOKING  AT 
ALL  NEW  RULE  THAT  NOW  EXIST  IN  THE  CAFETERIA??? 

WHO  MADE  THE  DECISION?  THE  STATE?  THE  STUDENTS?? 
THE  FACULTy???STUDENTGOVERMENT???WHO?WHO?WHO? 

RESPONS^E  REAL  SNEAKY. 

AINl^ONpS^lKlirBKAKETf^raE 

iS  THti'SEPORET  !  hIXhA  (jA  HA 

NOU^SMOKEHS  WILL  INHALE  ALL  THA T '  SECol,’DA HY^iOKE 
AND  DIE  BEFORE  THE  SMOKERS'!!  WiiY  SHOULD  ANY  BODY 
CAhli  ABOUT  THEIR  HEALTH  ANY  HOW,  WHEN  YOU  'CAN 
DIE  ANY  D^,  1|ATS  RIGHT  YOU  PEOl’LE  WHO  A  HK  IN 
FEaR  JF  KfT,  J)  IN  .-HaK  of  DEATH  THAT  THEY  IGNORE 
Tillwl  AB(I'T  IT  .HOW  YOU  Cilj-.,'SK.  THIS  Y  STUPID 
,  Da/L  uas  To  go,  and  Soon,  nS  suON  aS  A 
U,|(SELECTED  BY  GOD  ITSELF)  SHALL  TAKE 
Ttf):*;  jlSKKICXISIGNS  RIGHT  THE  FLUCK  DOWN !  3 
IT  AkYsIaWAY  the  RIGHT  FOR  HUMaNS  TO  EXERCISI 
THEIR|HEaIjTI\IfREUDIAN  THAMATOS  URGES,  DO  YOU 
KNOW  Iho  IildIsuff''er  for  it???  you  guessed  it,  all 
THE  nIn  SlIOKEfs  WILL  BE  VICTIMS  OF  THE  HOSTILE 

censoIed  cafeIerla^^«i?oZers  who  will  kill  people 

IN  SUHSTITHTION^,^ A  CIGKRKTTR.  CIGARETTE.  _f;HKKRE. 
'IGNATZ'  WILVTOME  AND  T:!.«uW  BLOCKS  OF  CHEES>VT 
THE  POPE. 

Two  VIEWS:  '.'"IM  GLAD  ABOUT  NO  SKOKE" 

.  "IM  MAD  ABOUT  NO  SMOKSy 

YOU  sej/  smoke  invoI 

INVISIBLE  j 
PARTIClPAl 
LETS  BIN  POOD  LETsJ 
LETS  CHEESE  L£ 

UNDERWEaSn^CTERYBCCY  SINl  WITH  Ml 

la'shsIi  la  skiA^ed  glass 

LA  LA  LA  LA  COLD  SORE  FEVER 

BIT  BY  A  FLEA,  OH  MI  CH  MY 
SEE  HOW  DEY  SIGH 


Dear  "Hate  Mail" 

What’s  all  that  racket.  Scooter? 

Nothing. 

John  Dembski 


HM;  What's  all  that  racket,  John? 
Nothing. 


Tracey  Figuera,  Kris  Guay 
Katherine  Oljey'Bayha, 
Student  Gallery 


f 


A+ft-tC 


Ryan  Cummings 
Thompson  Gallery 

^  fi  ^ 


V 


37% 


i 
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MPA  Computer  Show 
Thompson  Gallery 


Yard  O'  Art 
Courtyard 


5  6 

\J  E 


The  Board  Room 
Muntadas 


North  Hall  Gallery 


A  Real  Classy  Opening  For  Cheese  Eaters 
Mimi  Upson,  M.  Lisa  Phipps 


Straight  Line  Studios 


Printmaking  Department 
Student  Gallery 


The  Spark  Between  L  and  D 
Kathy  White 


Straight  Line  Studios 


iVc 


Mix  O  Stuff 

Student  Gallery 


Selvitella,  Ferguson,  &  Saccone 
Thompson  Gallery 


Day  of  the  Dead 
North  Hall  Gallery 

'  ^ 

2nd  Year  Grads 

Thompson  Gallery 
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New  Grading  System 

3-D,  CS,  Design,  Art  Ed 


oops/ 

SPEch^l 

f  €  V  t  €r 

Locu,  0-VUer 

se.^  4^ )  ^u£5r 


R.EPXEWER.S: 

1 .  David  Michael  Curry 

2.  Rich  Pontius 

3.  Tim  Gallivan 

4.  Joe  Shepard 

5.  T  J  Norris 

6.  Gail  Wight 


J-  You 

/kre?' 


IT  FAJ-IS 

iXTNEyiE^FATL^ 


\^  YOU  RE 


NOT 


OOTR^&E.D..^ 


,(r.THEN  ^ 

W'fiE  tAOT 

Paying 

wtentioni 


is  a  traJittion  a»  oI&  anJr  tim«  fiottor<&  as  rastttutwnali?«&  <&ucatioti 
ttscIT  Kn  fact  tijty  gc  ]&an5»  in  f)att&  .Jlja^ing  das,  an5  cotitraucs  to  plai?  an  intciiral 
role  in  aca&cttitc  progress  at  all  tdt  great  centers  of  e&ucatton.Jjaitng  forces  i 
student  to  e?<:amtne  fits  or  fier  personal  commitment  to  a  cfiosen  ftel&  of  stn^iv 
©nil?  trnip  committe&.tl&e  best  anb  brigfitest  toil!  persebere  in  tfie  face  of 
e^epert  fia^ing-H^onarbo  I®al^tnct,iltcbaelangeIo,llIonet, Picasso, anb  ^inbp  Warfiol 
all  befteb  baling  anb  became  better  artists  for  itMdus  dating  benefits  not  only  tbt 
artist, but  tbe  society  tnbo  tnill  feast  upon  tbe  fruits  of  tbe  artist's  labour. 

tJlnfortunatelp,  tbe  I980's  is  a  bark  time  for  tbe  ?[rt  of  Ifiajing.  UDeak  anb 
tDisky-tnasbi?  artist-poseurs  tnisb  to  aboib  tfiis  ultimate  test.Cbev  babe  manageb  to 
babe  baling  mabe  illegal?  crime?  ^implp  because  tbev  knotn  tbep  lack  tbe 
fortitube  anb  moral  fiber  to  enbure  aitb  join  tbe  ranks  of  tbe  ®reat  artists.tlie  of 
tbe  3ba$ing  Club  cannot  let  this  happen. Ill) e  toill  continue  to  supplement  tbe 
artist's  ebucation  Uiitb  tests  of  commitmentllPe  neeb  a  bubget  of  4(6000. 4i5000 
bifll  serbe  as  a  cushion  funb  to  pay  off  fines  in  case  bie  are  caught.  mUitb  the  other 
61000  tne  toill  plan  anb  eocecute  a  bariety  of  bajings  ober  the  course  of  the 
year  .freshmen  are  the  natural  targe  ts.'Coilet  flush  ings,J&.nocking  ©ber  Xuneb 
'Cnays.'Cripping.anb  C?cacting  fialltnay  Colls  are  simple, effectibe  tests  of 
commitment  to  art  making,  fiotoeber,  being  artists  ourselbes,  toe  plan  to  e^cecute 
much  more  elaborate  bajings  ober  the  course  of  the  year,  please  bon't  let  the  ?trt  of 
Ibajing  perish  .  Support  our  proposal,  ©r  else. 


There's  a  problem  with  the  Painting  Department;more 
specifically, with  the  Sophomore  section. As  of  this 
semester  (fall  '87)  the  department  has  been  re-arranged 
in  ways  that, from  my  point  of  view, don't  benefit 
students. First, let  me  serenade/assault  you  with  some 
history... 

Up  to  this  point,in  Painting, all  8  instructors  had 
sophomore  students. Now  (unless  I'm  mistaken)  ,only  4 
have  them. I  speak  from  experience  when  I  say  this 
creates  unreasonable  overcrowding, even  in  the  large 
classrooms  (NOT  studio  rooms)  into  which  sophomores 
are  now  herded. 

Formerly,the  sophs,juniors,and  seniors  studied 
together. This  was  good...  Students  of  different  levels  of 
advancement  could  learn  from  each  other.Now  the 
sophomores  have  been  effectively  cut  off  from  the  rest  of 
the  department,and  as  I  just  pointed  out,squeezed  14,15 
to  a  room  into  separate  classrooms. ..no  studio  spaces 
anymore. But  wait, that's  not  all  you  getl 

Students  (soph.)  are  now  told  what  to  paint, how  to 
paint  it  and  what  to  paint  it  with, and  in  some  cases,-what 
size  canvas  to  work  on.This,!  thought, was  what  the  "intro 
to  painting"  elective  was  for.They  are  also  expected  to 
come  up  with  a  new  (large!)  canvas  every  week  or  2 
weeks. ..this  gets  expensive, kids. I  don't  think  any  of  this 
crap  is  in  the  students'  best  interests. And  yes,  I  am  one 
of  the  students  getting  shafted, BUTII  could  switch  back 
to  the  Junior  level. ..my  concern  is  for  the  hapless 
present  and  future  students  whose  education  may  be 
stunted. 

—  '■''mnlainina  about  a  problem 


1one?First  of  all,this  "15  painters  in  a  room"  jul 
go. ..people  are  tripping  over  each  other, getting 
others'  way, there's  no  room. Not  good. 

Second. ..apparently, it's  being  assumed  that  students 
coming  into  the  school  know  nothing  about  painting  and 
therefore  need  a  year  of  rigid  instruction. Wellll... except 
for  a  couple, all  the  painters  I  know  painted  in  high 
school, and  even  earlier  in  some  cases. They  arrive  with 
that  much  experience. ..not  a  lot, but  certainly 
something. If  we're  still  concerned  about  teaching  the 
basics  (WHETHER  YA  LIKE  IT  OR  NOT!),why  not  make 
"intro  to  painting"  a  requirement  for  freshmen  who  intend 
to  major  in  painting?ldeally,l  would  prefer  to  see  the 
whole  department  just  go  back  to  the  old  ways, but  I  won't 
hold  my  breath, with  some  of  the  "change  for  change's 
sake"  types  around  here. 

Oh  well.Just  my  opinions. Does  anyone  else  care  about 
this?Hm? 


aboJf  3rc(4eev 

Mass  Art  now  operates  under  a  letter 
grade  system.  This  should  be  changed. 
An  artist's  work  should  not  be  measured 
in  grades  but  in  maturity  and  growth. 
The  letter  grade  system  is  oppressive  ir 
its  anti-creative  attitude.  It  puts 
subjective  taste  ahead  of  self  respect 
and  determination. 

Pass/No  Credit  places  the  artist's 
goals  in  competition  with  himself  -  it  is 
up  to  the  artist  to  push  himself.  One 
cannot  expect  to  go  through  life  trying 
to  make  the  grade.  Yet  the  letter  systen- 
puts  a  very  strict  emphasis  on 
subjectively  interpreting  and  controlling 
artwork. 

Who  can  truly  judge  the  worth  of  art? 
As  history  has  repeated  over  and  over, 
the  most  daring  and  innovative  in  art 
have  often  been  scorned.  The  letter 
system  classifies  art  into  nice,  neat 
categories.  The  individual,  the  artist,  is 
the  one  who  does  not  measure  himself 
against  grades.  The  artist  grows 
internally. 

Pass/No  Credit  is  the  only  true 
measure  an  artist  can  expect. 

Vincent  James  Giordano 


SCOTT  ’n’  LAURA 

n  Loo^o  ftT 


Qmt  tit  fmu) 

from  an  inUrvUvf  witH  ‘SBtUy  ^ncksBanm 

Hie  impetus  for  grades  started  in  the  design  department.  Hesign  faculty  felt  that  they  needed 
a  clearer  way  to  evaluate  their  students  and  that  their  students  would  need  grades  for  graduate  schools. 
“Ihese  issues  were  aired  in  a  meeting  between  the  administratkm  and  design  faculty. 

IHO^WF  lAfter  this  meeting  “RpSin  iMayer  referred  this  issue  to  the  l^ll  College  Committee.  ‘The  Ml 
College  Committee  formed  an  ad  hoc  committee  to  study  a  grading  system  and  report  bach,  to  them.  ‘This 
committee  was  made  up  cf  faculty,  students,  and  administration.  ‘This  committee  repented  bach.after  a  year 
zvith  a  recommendation  for  a  single  grading  system  for  the  whole  school.  Mowever  this  report  did  offer  the 
option  for  departments  to  decide  to  continue  using  the  pass/nc  system  ‘This  decision  would  be  made  by  the 
department  faculty  in  a  vote  at  the  end  of  the  spring  semester.  ‘The  !ACC  approved  of  this  proposal  and 
forwarded  it  to  the  President  of  the  college  who  approved  it  for  a  five  year  trial  basis. 

‘VMOF  In  May  the  following  department  faculties  voted  for  grades:  Mt  ‘Education,  Critical  Studies, 
'Design,  and  Ifine  Mts  3-D.  Students  enrolled  in  classes  in  those  departments  will  recieve  letter  grades  on 
thier  grade  reports,  however,  their  official  transcript  will  read  Pass/MC-  If  student  elects  to  have  the 
letter  grades  on  their  official  transcript  they  must  be  consistent,  ie.  they  cannot  piefout  only  good  grades 
to  list.  Md-Kl  year's  entering  class  will  be  graded  in  only  one  letter  grade  system  that  will  be  on  both  their 
grade  reports  and  their  official  transcripts. 
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Remember  (Mav-)  nothing  (be) 

She  had  said  "Yes,  it’s  ok  for  you  to  touch  me  like  that." 

And  he  did. 

But  she  had  said  it  from  the  position  of  twenty  years  later,  to  protect  herself,  to 
protect  him. 

He  had  said,  "Is  is  ok  for  me  to  touch  you  here,  like  this?" 

And  she  had  said  "yes". 

But  he  had  not  asked  at  all,  because  she  would  have  remembered  that.  She 
would  have  remembered  a  game,  a  close,  fun  sport.  But  she  remembered 
nothing.  In  fact,  remembered  no  time  or  place  with  herself  in  it.  Her  thought 
pictures  of  this  time  are  only  what  can  be  held  in  the  hand.Matching  this  girl  with 
buck  teeth  and  long,  scraggly  hair  and  cowboy  boots  with  "yes,  that's  what  I  looked 
like.  Here,  you  can  see,  I  can  see." 

Apparently  nobody  saw,  and  it  made  her  vagina  hurt.  Maybe  the  burning  in  her 
vagina  is  a  memory.  Maybe  the  rage  is  an  unnamed,  vague,  throbbing  memory. 
Maybe  now  she  will  make  up  stories  and  they'll  all  be  true.  Maybe  now  she  will 
make  up  a  new  name  and  it  will  be  her  name  because  she  had  no  name  before  . 

She  was  "pussy',  "cimt",  "whore",  "slut".  Anything  could  be  true  because 
everything  thought  and  believed  before  is  not  true.  When  she  went  looking  for  love 
in  her  life  because  there  was  no  love  in  her  life  she  remembered  some  soft  touches, 
but  it  was  not  love  because  it  was  not  held  in  history.  There  is  no  history  and  no 
love  in  her  life. 

She  didn't  believe  everything  they  told  her,  but  she  did  believe  they  loved  her, 
because  it  was  all  her  life. 

It  doesn't  matter  how  they  fucked  her  or  when  or  where  but  that  she  doesn't 
remember  matters.  What  else  doesn't  she  remember? 

Is  it  any  wonder  she  has  been  disembodied  out  of  more  than  habit? 

She  was  asked  "how  did  it  feel  to  grow  up  on  a  ranch?" 

She  said  "I  don't  know.  That  wasn't  me." 

But  it  was  her  and  she  remembers  smells.  She  remembers  getting  her  pictures 
taken,  and  looks  at  them  and  sees  that  that  is  truth.  That  is  history.  She  can 
remember  them  killing  her  cats  and  having  to  bury  them  in  a  secret  place  so  their 
soul  was  safe,  marking  each  with  a  piece  of  marble  stolen  from  her  dad  who  was 
going  to  do  something  with  them  some  day.  For  a  while  Cheerios  had  pictures  of 
cats  on  their  box  that  looked  kind  of  like  Whiskers  (secretly  she  called  him 
Whiskey  because  Whiskers  sounded  stupid).  She  cut  out  the  picture  and  put  it  on 
the  gravestone,  but  it  faded.  They  all  faded.  She  remembers  hiding,  practicing 
being  still  and  quiet  and  far  away.  She  remembers  never  wanting  to  wear  clothes 
and  it  being  funny,  and  maybe,  maybe  if  she  keeps  remembering  it  will  come  back 

like  a  bedtime  story  and  she  can  then  tuck  herself  back  in  her  life.  Maybe  if  she 
starts  with  one  summer  day,  one  of  those  idyllic  sunny  days,  or  even  a  rainy  day, 
because  rain  is  so  passionate  the  way  it  makes  things  grow;  starts  with  the 
morning  and  lived  a  day  as  that  tomcat  of  a  long-haired  girl  with  cowboy  boots  anc 
nothing  else,  she  could  see  everything  how  it  was  and  how  they  touched  her, 
probably  not  softly,  and  she  could  say,  "Don't  touch  me." 

And  they  wouldn't. 


Homicide  byT.D. 

You  kissed  me  with 
that  acid  tongue 
the  burning  was 
so  tender 
frmny 

how  you  make  me  feel 
so  alive 

in  your  method  of  murder 
each  finger 
each  touch 
of  your  hand 
drew  a  little  more  of  that 
ecstatic  anguish 
each  stroke  dug  my  grave 
a  little  deeper 

until  finally  covering  me  over 
I  screamed 


-  - 
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Leo  Power 
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How  goes  the  groves  of  Academe 
Where  Plato’s  writ  in  Lemony 
My  mind  goes  back  to  that  dear  time 
ijWhen  Greeks  did  teach  us  how  to  climb. 


TO  SUSAN  IN  THE  SLIDE  LIBRARY 
ly 

Leo  Power  (janitor  MCA) 

Ah!  Susan  if  I  were  but  yotmg 
How  my  springtime  would  be  sprung 
Like  flowers  recurrent  every  May 
Our  Love  would  then  be  here  to  stay. 


Eager  Fighter  Smiles  Broad 


A  k  Amcnca. 
kod  «f  fr«e. 


9Ur  soWr^rj  did  s« 


Boy  cfclkti  little  Ben 


&  k  the 

that  proqcUy  did  soar. 


that  sbaP  wave  evermore 


Groton,  Ct..  whoro  nuclear  aubmarinos  are  launched  irtio  the  Thames  River, 
docked,  paraded... aometimes  reported  miasir>g  Cloae  by  k  a  U.S.  Naval  Base,  a 
Coast  Guard  Academy. 

The  parade  went  something  like  this. 

•One  police  car,  lights  flashing,  driven  by  a  tone  officer. 

•Six  marching  police  officers,  two  rifles,  two  U.S.  flags,  two  German  Shepherds 
•Another  new  police  car  with  flashing  lights,  a  back  seat  cage,  and  a  driver 
accompanied  by  a  huge  Saint  Bernard. 

•A  shiny  red  Cavalier  driven  by  the  Groton  Town  Council. 

•A  bagpipe  and  drum  marching  band. 

•A  vintage  car  with  five  men  in  white  wigs,  colonial  dress. 

•A  colonial  woman  driving  a  19B8  Nissan,  pulling  an  old  cannon  on  a  trailer  with 
five  pilgrim  women  and  children  sitting  around  it. 

•Eight  militiarT>en  firing  muskets  followed  by  three  women  in  long  white  aprons 
and  bonnets. 

•A  new  Chevy  Impala  with  *USA-r  plates  carrying  town  chairpeople. 

•Five  City  of  Groton  policemen  on  foot. 

•The  police  emergency  jeep. 

•WW  II  veterans  walking  with  small  American  flags. 

•The  Cracker  Jacks  Kid. 

•The  Ladies  Auxilliary  Fleet  Resen/e. 

•WW  I  veterans  in  a  silver  Lincoln  Continental  covered  with  flags. 

•A  fife  and  drum  band  playing  *Glory  Glory  Hallelujah*. 

•  The  National  Guard  and  Army  recruiting  officers  in  a  new  Dodge. 

•A  float  carrying  names  of  parade  sponsors:  K  of  C.  Sub.  Base.  Burger  King, 
Subaru,  a  local  bank. 

•The  local  radio  station  in  a  red  van.  a  speaker  the  size  of  its  back  doors, 
posters  of  Max  Headroom  ar>d  the  Coca-Cola  logo 
•Four  Coast  Guard  recruits  with  flags  and  rifles. 

•USCG  officers  in  a  shiny  new  Skylark. 

•A  band  of  kids  wearing  U.S.  Navy  recruit  signs. 

•A  model  of  a  nuclear  submarine  on  a  float. 

•A  cut-out  of  a  submarine  that  said  *By  the  People,  For  the  People*. 

•The  Retired  Armed  Forces  Association. 

•Pretend  cowboys,  pretend  Indians. 

•Real  cubscouts.  real  boyscouts. 

•Elks  in  tuxedos. 

•The  Groton  Lions  in  a  Le  Sabre. 

•A  fleet  of  early  Fords. 

•Camouflaged  jeeps. 

•A  float  that  said  'America  Land  That  We  Love*  on  one  side.  ”Let  Your  Wishes 
Turn  To  Gold*  on  the  other,  and  *Chelsea  Groton  Savings  Bank*  on  the  back 
•Last  was  a  police  car  with  its  lights  flashing. 

•Next  to  last  was  a  bruised  old  car  covered  with  hand-painled  signs  A  wooden 
cut-out  heart  on  the  lop  said  “STOP  WAR,  I  NEED  YOU  TO  HELP  ME*. 


that  is  need  in  the  war 


Song  For  Susan 

The  Birth  of  Venus  in  her  voice 
Sprung  gently  from  the  sea 
What  gifts  of  adoration 
For  this  nativity 

_ Leo  Power 

(maintenance  dept.) 


IF  I  WERE 
A  MARLBORO  MAN 
I  COULD 
BREAK  HEARTS 
AS  BIG  AS 
BEN-HUR'S  FIST 

by  Jennifer  Shinnick 


Tighter:  die,  strangle,  struggle,  survive 
Eat  when  die,  tighter  knot,  end  begin  new  birth 
Buy  baby,  buy  birth! 

Eat,  die  tighter. 

Head  into  head  band-hard  wall 
Concrete  mush  to  blood. 

Die  tighter. 

Boa  eat  to  eat,  survive  tighter. 

Faster  tighter  harder  tighter,  eager  fighter  smiles  broad. 
Skill  survives  tighter. 

Oh,  do  smile  broader,  yes  kill  more. 

Kills  faster,  smiles  broader,  smiles  bloody 
Teeth  flashing  spitshining  glisten,  eats  more. 

Takes  up  grind,  then  who  dies? 


Candy  Holman 

-incomplete  document  of  Assimilatinn 
performance  10/23/87 


"God  . . .  will  wipe  out  every  tear  from  their  eyes, 
and  death  will  be  no  more,  neither  will  mourning 
nor  outcry  nor  pain  be  any  more."— Rev.  21:3,  4. 


August  31,  1987 


I  am  very  happy.  But, 

also  very  upset.  I  rushed 

into  Mass  Art  15  minutes 

before  the  offices  close  at  5:00 

to  square  away  financial  obligations 

in  order  to  register  for  night  school 

I  left  last  May  with  a  knowing  $3 
financial  charge  for  late  books 
from  the  library. 

Everyone  I  talked  to 

was  really  mad  at  this  outrageous 

tax  for  late  books. 

I  was  late  by  14  hours 
and  was  rip  roaring  mad 
after  trying  to  make  my 
unsuccessful  plea 
for  not  having  to  pay 
this  "late  charge". 

Just  WHO  instituted  this 
was  someone  I  wanted  to  meet. 

Why  I  imagined  a  grey, 
old,  fat, 
lazy  man 
with 

pig  eyes  and  pig  brains 
to  give  me  some 
sort  of  smelly, 
throaty,  garbled 
nonsense  that 
it*s  become  scare  policy. 

But  instead,  a  small 
weasel  looking  man, 
who  looked  clean 
and  brite, 
very  contritely 
said  politely 

'sorry,  but  it's  the  new  policy 
instituted  at  Mass  Art ' . 
and  added  that  all  the  years 
over  at  the  other  building 
has  forced  a  more  secure  system 
because  of  book  stealing, 
ripped  magazines  and  petty  money 
problems  that  I  began  to  feel  sorry 
for  the  whole  situation. 


After  pondering  it  for 
5  minutes 

while  I  made  my  trek  back 

to  my  studio  space  - 

after  refusing  to  pay  $4  for  the 

four  late  books  (only  cause  of 

lack  of  funds)  I  began  to  get  upset. 

I  really  didn't  have  $4  to  give  that 
plieb,  o.k. 

the  institution .( I  paid 

$1,  which  I  felt  was  a  sufficient  . 

and  honorable  fee  -  a  good  hand 

slapper  for  my  forgetfulness  and 

irresponsibility  - 

and  it  was  the  only  thing 

I  had  in  my  pocket , 

which  the  man  noted 

and  dated  on  a  card) . 

I  had  other  things  to  worry  about. 

I  kept  knocking  my  brain 
for  the  information 
that  I  took  for  granted  at 
the  S.G.A.  meetings. 

The  issue  of  late  fees 
for  books  came  up  and 
no-one  seemed  to  really  care 
how  expensive  it  would  be. 

So,  now  I'm  really  bullshit 
that  this  institution 
is  run  the  way  it  is. 

Somehow,  the  students 
are  told 

or  find  out  things  in 

a  certain  way  so  as 

not  to  purturb  us 

so  we  won't  go  against 

the  administration  and 

Fuck  up  their  money  propaganda  plans. 

All  this  power  and 

BULLSHIT  that  went 

on  all  year  just  made 

me  furious  that  us 

students  are  taken  advantage  of  again. 

Who  needs  this  Bullshit. 

Here  we  are  trying  to  make 
ends  meet,  get  through  school, 
worry  about  personal  matters 
that  one  can't  help  getting 
involved  with  Mass  Art  politics. 


For  instance,  everyone 

want ' s  to  know 

'why  wasn't  there 

a  student  center  until  1987? 

why  don't  we  have  dormitories? 

how  come  all  the  floors  at 

Mass  Art  are  air  conditioned 

except  for  the  STUDENTS  studios? 

why  isn't  Longwood  properly 

maintained? 

why  are  we  going 

to  lose  Longwood? 

how  come  11th  floor  tower  has 

bolted  double  doors  and 

not  the  studios . 

why  isn't  there  a  properly 

run  cafeteria  ' 

when  there  is  a  state  of  the  arts 

caf  on  the  4th  floor. 

shall  we  continue. 

the  list  is  infuriatingly  endless, 
and  this  is  just  one  years  worth  of 
problems . 

Of  course,  we 

can  overlook  the  things 

easily  because  mass  art 

as  a  whole 

is  a  great  school. 

even  though  we  are  prime 

target  for  robbery,  rapes 

and  car  assaults. 

the  good  thing  about  Mass 

art  are  the  people. 

the  ones  who  count  are 

the  ones  who  care. 

especailly  people  in 

personnel . 

When  I  explained  that 

I  left  Mass  Art  last  spring 

knowing  I  had  to  pay 

53  for  books 

and  then  come  to 

find  out  it's  upped  to 

$8  the  sweetest  man 

behind  the  desk  said 

that  he  would  match 

my  $4.  What  a  guy. 

who'd  a  thought  anyone 

to  be  so  nice  and  generous 

5  minutes  before  school  closing. 


I  really  couldn't  ^cept 
his  money  but  he  was  so 
sympathetic  and  understanding 
(of  course  persistant) 
of  the  situation  that 
I  accepted. 

this  made  me  feel  good 
personally, 
i  mean,  this  was  a 
personal  favor  but 
what  mass  art  was  asking 
students  to  do  wasn't 
personal,  it  was 
downright  a  rip  off! 

Quite  the  Bullshit! 
so  what  are  we  going  to  do? 
Who  knows? 

Maybe  someone  will  think 

about  it  -  maybe  get  the 

word  around  -  but  nothing 

will  come  of  it. 

but  if  you  detect  foul  play 

keep  your  ears  open 

and  get  on  top 

of  the  situation, 

quick , 

beacause  before  you  know 

it  our  tuition  will 

jump  extaordinarily 

high  in  a  couple  of  years 

in  order  to 

pay  for 

a  Master  plan 

that 

you'll 

never 

see . 


Society  must  keep  watch  over 
future  developments  in  genetic 
engineering  research  to  avoid 
dangers  such  as  misguided 
attempts  to  alter  the  human 
species  by  genetic  manipulations,  a 
Presidential  commission  has 
concluded  after  a  two-year  study. 

The  report,  being  presented  at  a 
Congressional  hearing  today,  said 
the  social  and  ethical  issues  raised 
by  the  new  technology  must 
become  a  permanent  part  of  the 
"conversation  of  mankind". 

...Some  concievable  uses  of 
genetic  engineering  can  already  be 
judged  clearly  unacceptable,  it 
said. Some  members  of  the 
commission  considered  one 
possibility  so  alarming  and 
distasteful  that  they  questioned 
whether  it  should  be  mentioned  in 
the  report  at  all.  This  was  the 
deliberate  creation  of  hybrid 
subhuman  creatures  by 
transplanting  human  genes  into 
animals.  A  late  draft  of  the  report 
mentioned  this  both  in  a  summary 
and  in  the  body  of  the  text,  noting 
that  such  a  development  should  be 
viewed  as  "unacceptable"  even 
though  no  attempt  at  developing 
such  a  hybrid  has  been  made  or 
even  proposed,  so  far  as  the 
commisioners  know. 

...The  commision's  report  said 
the  religious  groups'  original 
concerns  over  lack  of  oversight 
were  "well  founded". 
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•••«  NO  IftSH  COUFfc/i 

At  a  wedding  this  summer  my  fourteen 
year  old  cousin  proudly  displayed 
her  ears  to  me.  Swollen  around  bright 
railroad  track  incisions,  her  ears 
were  the  results  of  a  miracle-an 
operation  which  pinned  the  dopey  things 
to  this  teeny-boppers  head. 

My  aunt  beamed, "Now  she  can  wear  her 
hair  up  like  everyone's  doing  lately." 

Funny  that  I  was  so  aghast,  considering 
I'd  had  a  roommate  whose  plastic 
surgeon  made  her  Schulman  family  nose 
into  a  Barbie  nose, with  a  strange 
tiny  scar  that  rode  over  the  bridge. 

And  then,  Marlene  Dietrich  had  her  molars 
removed  for  maximum  cheek  bone 
structure.  Today  this  procedure  is 
complicated  by  silicon  cheek  bone  implants. 
Recently  ,  this  journalist  overheard  a  true 
quote  in  a  hair  salon  on  a  certain  street 
in  Boston,".. .all  my  best  features  are 
artificial..." 

Or  how  about  tatooed-on  eyeliner?  You  don't 
need  to  dread  the  artless  hand  of  the 
mortician  for  your  final  appearance.You  can 
rest  easy. 

Breast  enlargments,  breast  reductions,face 
lifts,  nipple  erection  implants.  Hair  Club  For 
Men,  or  even  Asian  eye  operations  to 
fashionably  westernize  the  eye?  These 
surgical  practices  can  make  Miss  Clairol  or 
Lee  Nails  seem  mere  child's  play,  mere 
jellybean  lipstick  by  compare.  Pain  is 
undoubtedly  only  a  minor  consideration  for 
those  seeking  unwanted  hair  removal 
through  the  likes  of  waxing  or  electrolysis. 

Yet  all  these  things  exist  (I  daresay,  thrive) 
in  our  culture  today,  and  you  may  well  say, 
so  what,  who  cares?  But  wait  a  minute.  Are 
there  greater  implications  in  fashionable 
cosmetic  surgery?  Are  beauticians  changing 
the  course  of  evolution? 

I  refer  you  to  a  quote  by  biologist  Elizabeth 
Mann  Borghese,  who  once  asked  the  burning 
question  :  Are  we  still  the  species  Homo 
sapiens  at  all?"A  species  that  can 
transplant  vital  organs  from  one  member  to 
another,  blurring  the  boundries  between  this 
individual  and  that  individual  and  between 
life  and  death,  is  different  from  a  species 
whose  members  cannot  do  this." 

And  here  I  venture  to  add,  a  postmodern 
species  whose  members  can  recieve 
liposuction  (a  vacuuming  procedure  which 
sucks  out  surface  fat)  or  "tummy  tucks"  is 
different  from  a  species  whose  members 
cannot  do  this.  Have  we  already  lost  our 
Homo  sapien  status?  Is  my  cousin  a  genetic 
freak?  What  will  biologists  call  this  new 
species  whose  facial  features  change  faster 
than  Mr.  Potato  Head's?  My  advice  to  you, 
dear  readers,  is  to  shun  these  devol 
practices.  How,  you  may  well  ask.  Just 
keep  in  mind  this  simple  credo  when  it 
comes  to  beauty  treatments-  DRAW  THE 
LINE  IF  rr  COMES  TO  BLOOD. 

A  Column  by  Lolly  Lincoln,  Fashion 
Editor 


What  is  time? 

Is  it  the  passing  of  events 
Or  the  ticking  of  a  dock? 

Time  is  a  function  of  the  mind, 

The  ruler  by  which  we  measure  our  lives, 

The  way  in  which  we  organize  our  thoughts. 

Time  is  the  universal  discipline. 

The  tyrant  of  whom  we  are  all  subjects. 

But  we  are  not  forced  by  any  authority 
To  bound  ourselves  to  this  master. 

We  do  so  voluntarily. 

And  torture  our  souls. 

For  the  sake  of  a  natural  event 
Which  is  nothing  more  than  the  perpetual  motion 
Of  celestial  bodies. 


sor.? 

,  Did  " 


I'm  Mona  Lisa 
I'm  just  not  me 
There  goes  civilization 
off  its  predicted  axis 

byTJ  Norris 


A  Review  of  SCIENCE  PROJECTS 
three  nights  of  performance  at 

MOBIUS  THEATRE.  Oct.  15, 16, 17. 

This  is  a  show  of  humor,  wonder,  gentleness, 
and  otherworldly  energy 

How  do  we  see  the  great  god  of  science?  How  does 
human  vision  measure  the  age  of  computers?  This 
show  relates  the  manic  energy  of  the  brain  and  the 
warmth  and  intimacy  of  human  limitations.  How  DO 
we  relate  to  the  great  god  of  science?  Are  we 
humbled,  inspired?  Can  we  see  beyond?  Can  we 
see  clearly?  What  can  we  experience,  what  can 
we  feel?  What  about  our  limitations  in  the  face 
of  what  we  have  done?  Are  we  uncontrollably 
swept  up  i.n  the  energy  of  creation? 

A  small  dark  man  steps  across  the  floor.  Ho  is 
holding  glowing  rods  of  color.  Accompanied  by 
computer  generated  imagery  that  is  visible  on  four 
stacked  video  screens,  a  pulse  of  music  begins  to 
weave  layers  of  urgent,  rhythmic  sound.  Letters, 
floating  triangles  and  shaded  pathways  in  grays 
and  blacks  fill  the  screens  in  sequences  that 
abstractly  relate  to  the  bacteriophagePHIxl  74 
(the  first  organism  to  have  a  complete  genetic 
map)  as  it  invades  an  e.coli  cell.  The  man 
struggles  to  construct  a  model  of  the  virus  using 
the  glowing  tubes,  racing  against  the  time 
sequence  dictated  by  the  virus.  He  stops  to  recite 
from  a  text  constructed  from  >be  letters  of  the 
genetic  structure. 

In  the  last  part  of  the  piece,  he  tries  to  finish  the 
model,  but  as  he  attaches  one  part,  another  pops 

°‘^’  -There  is  empathy  in  the  audience, 
round  soft,  human  energy  of  the  artist  that 

contrasts  to  the  complex  composition  of  sound  and 
imago  created  by  the  computers.  The  voice  of  the 
piece  is  the  voice  of  the  virus,  a  reminder  of  the 
implications  of  our  increasing  ability  to  see  at  the 
cellular  genetic  level.  -  ON  THE  ORIGIN  OF 
INFORMATION  larry  JOHNSON 

The  gentle  helplessness  of  the  unscientific 
dreamer,  as  ho  spins  a  tale  of  water.  Mr.  Rogers 
for  adults.  A  funny  slow  delivery  of  an  obsession 
thought  out  in  a  Vermont  winter  reading  War  and 
Peace  in  the  tub.  Science  for  the  fanciful,  a  self 
described  magical  thinker.  -  JUST  A  GLASS  OF 

WATErTpl^sE  peter  burns. 

The  next  piece  is  a  poetical,  philosophical  look 
at  nuclear  waste.  It  begins  with  a  discussion, 
(ironically  humorous)  of  a  government  task  force 
report  by  the  Department  of  Energy  on  how  we 
will  warn  those  who  follow  us  about  staying  away 
from  these  dumps,  bearing  in  mind  that  language 
will  certainly  change  over  the  next  10,000  years. 
Obelisks?  Monoliths?  A  nuclear  priesthood?  The 
artist  takes  us  on  a  strange  journey  into  the 
future,  using  light  and  amplified  sounds.  He  puts  on 
a  white  lab  coat  and  anxiously  studies  radioactive 
warning  signs  which  have  been  put  on  plastic.  It  is 
clear  that  the  meaning  of  these  signs  has  been  lost. 
As  he  drapes  and  crinkles  them  their  amplified 
sounds  create  an  air  of  tension  and  confusion.  Ho  is 
a  thin  and  intense  man  and  his  worried  serious  look 
of  vulnerability  adds  to  the  intensity  of  his 
visions.  He  sheds  his  white  lab  coal  to  reveal  a 
white  coverall,  and  the  light  drops  to  a  single  spot 
which  shines  on  an  old  ladder  from  which  ho  hangs 
a  single  wire.  The  amplification  of  sounds  enters  a 
new  and  eery  stage.  Ho  attaches  a  tuning  fork 
(later  a  metal  disc)  to  the  wire  and  as  it  swings  in 
a  circle,  a  series  of  wild  clicks  and  moans  are 
emitted.  The  noises  continue  to  intensify  and  we 
are  transported  to  a  time  of  darkness  and 
mystery,  a  vision  of  future  generations  unable  to 
understand  the  taboos  of  the  wasteland  that  we  are 
condemning  them  to  by  our  actions  today.  Human 
Interference  Task  Force  ,  Richard  Lerman 


Three  voices  of  one  human  are  created  by  two 
tape  players  which  are  flanked  by  two 
photographs,  larger  than  life.  From  one  player 
begins  a  narrative  sequence  about  learning  how  to 
fly  a  soarplane,  followed  by  an  account  ot  the 
highest  flight  ever  flown  by  the  artist.  The  voice 
is  cool  and  flat,  difficult  to  listen  to  at  first,  but 
slowly  drawing  us  in  with  the  compelling  story  of 
the  frail  human  body  hold  aloft  by  air.  The  voice  of 
the  other  tape  player  is  emotional  and  stumbling, 
interjecting  at  intervals  questions  of  motive  and 
intent.  In  a  situation  that  almost  seems  perverse, 
the  'real'  voice  of  the  'real  human'  is  mute,  as  he 
delivers  a  lecture  and  demonstration  on  the 
physics  of  flight  by  writing  signs  and  holding  them 
up  for  the  audience  to  read.  This  is  a  desperate 
look  at  human  adventure,  the  rational,  the 
emotional,  the  real.  At  the  highest  point  of  flying, 
the  artist  makes  us  feel  his  desire  to  melt  into  the 
air  around  him.  to  dissolve  and  become  one  with 
the  air.  But  even  as  the  body  soars,  the  mind  must 
continue  to  carefully  negotiate  obstacles.  Bound 
by  the  rules  of  balance,  if  we  let  fear  and  reason 
fall  away,  we  may  soar  too  close  to  the  sun.  (or  in 
this  more  modern  parable,  a  jetliner.)  Air: 
Landscape  With  Brain  Harris  Barron 

A  series  of  illustrations  in  entropy.  Spilt  milk. 
Throwing  rubber  balls  at  each  other.  Wearing 
monkey  masks  typing.  Rubber  balls  bouncing  into 
the  audience.  Stuffing  popcorn  into  a  dead  fish. 
Water  wheel.  Flashing  lights  and  music  -  happy 
trails  singin'  in  the  rain.  If  an  Army  of  Monkeys 
Were  Strumming  on  Typewriters  They  Might  Write 

All  the  Books  in  the  British  Museum.  Bob  Rizzo 
and  Lynne  McCormack 


A  crazed  individual,  self  described  noise  artist 
takes  us  on  a  tour  of  the  ruts  of  his  brain.  Using  a 
zither,  books,  a  squeezebox,  steel  drums,  he 
makes  an  enthralling  array  of  rhythms  and  sounds. 
He  has  a  wonderful  presence,  large  and 
comfortable  with  tremendous  defJth  and  humor. 
Reading  aloud,  he  breaks  out  into  his  own  creation 
of  language  into  the  gesture  and  excitement  of 
overstressed  synapse.  A  consideration  of  the 
limitations  of  language.  Language  Linkages  tor 
How  to  Eniov  the  Ruts  in  Your  Brain.).  David  Moss 


A  man  sits  in  a  square  and  talks  about  his 
lifelong  relation  with  science.  Humorous  stories  of 
childhood  are  punctuated  with  an  inane  discussion 
of  dinosaur  theories  on  tape  while  the  man  blows 
up  a  giant  green  balloon.  While  he  talks  a  woman 
strings  up  a  web  of  copper  wire  around  the  square, 
which  is  eventually  connected  to  a  power  source. 
The  story  of  a  young  boy's  confuiion  about  death 
and  electricity,  drawing  spaceships  and  telling 
Sputnik  jokes,  dinosaurs  at  the  Sinclair  exhibit  at 
the  World's  Fair,  incorrectly  decoding  the  Captain 
Midnight  message  to  read  the  message  for  us  all  - 
the  dinosaur's  dead  -  will  you  have  a  future?  BANG 
and  the  lights  go  out.  A  Short  History  of  the  Late 
Cretaceous  Period  and  Early  Childhood.  Victor 
Young. 


■  LOUISE  BARTEAU  ■ 


SO 


Rapids  &  A  Mistake 


Angels  come  down  to  me  and  become  soldiers  only  to  retreat 
Then  I  think  to  myself  ("Is  this  the  time  for  suicide")  quietly. 

Hurry,  save  me  ■  help! 

I  am  transported  to  the  beach  where  the  water  is  black,  oil  -  slickish  pool. 

I  hold  onto  the  wall  with  one  hand  and  pretend  to  be  a  bubble  with  the  other. 
Now  comatose.  I  am  washed  up  like  a  rock. 

At  the  bottom  I  lay,  and  watch  myself  transform  to  rubble  as  I  pretend  to  die, 
and  really  do. 

Only  there,  and  then  comes  the  angel  who  wronged  me. 

He  killed  the  one  I  am. 

Now  in  nocturne  towards  a  new  rapture  ■  I  kill  for  the  first  time, 
he  dies  again. 

It  seems  that  there  will  be  no  need  for  defense  when  nothing  exists,  right? 
Then  these  guys  shoved  me  in  a  wooden  box  and  sang  a  lousy  song  and 
nailed  me  in. 

My  pieces  all  fall  off.  He  is  with  me  here.  And  I  am  melded  into  one. 

I  walk  into  a  checkered  room  where  he  sits  at  the  end  of  a  long,  black 
marble  table. 

It  is  difficult  to  see  that  phantom  through  all  these  damn  clouds, 
and  it's  all  forr  show. 

He  is  drinking  still. 

Thanks  me  for  doing  the  deal  on  him. 

And  He  said,  a  lost  soul  is  a  forgotten  one. 

Being  from  earth  I  was  a  bit  confused. 
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“. . .  a  savage  cell  which  some¬ 
how  . . .  corrupts  the  forces 
which  norm^y  protect  the 
body,  invades  the  well-ordered 
society  of  cells  surrounding  it, 
colonizes  distant  areas  and,  as 
a  finale  to  its  cannibalistic  orgy 
of  flesh  consuming  flesh,  com¬ 
mits  suicide  by  destroying 
its  host.** 
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